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any question that had its origin west of Suez, Mr.
Pearson liked to agree with his company. When it was
east of Suez, he sometimes took a line of his own, and
when Singapore itself was actually involved, he had been
known to contradict people.

"Well, I'll tell you, Dersingham," said Mr. Golspie,
who as usual knew his own mind. "It's all a lot of tripe,
bosh, bunkum. I know those yarns. Fellows up in Riga
trying to earn their money, they sent out that stuff."

'That's terribly interesting, Mr. Golspie/' Mrs. Der-
singham shrieked at him, suddenly looking like a woman
of the world who had wanted to get to the bottom of this
business for some time. "Of course, you've been up
there, haven't you?"

"Round about." And Mr. Golspie gave her a grin,
at once sardonic and friendly. It seemed to tell her
that she was all right, not a bad-looking girl, but she
mustn't try to draw him, for that wasn't her line at all,
not at all.

"It makes a difference when you've been there,
doesn't it?" cried Mr. Pearson. "You know the facts.
Tee-tee-tee-tee-tee."

"And where do you live now, Mr. Golspie?" Mrs.
Pearson inquired, rather archly and with her head on
one side.

"Just got a furnished flat in Maida Vale," replied
Mr. Golspie.

"Now I don't think I know that part," Mrs. Pearson
said, girlishly reflective.

"There's a lot of London we still don't know. Tee-
tee-tee-tee-tee."

"You're not missing much if you don't know Maida
Vale, from what I've seen of it," Mr. Golspie boomed